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names were writ on water, and who yet did work
which the world would not willingly lose.

What a heartless, merciless coquette Fame is!
She throws herself into one man's arms almost
without being solicited, and on his forehead
presses the kiss of immortality, careless of grati'
tude; and yet shows herself coy and cold to an'
other who is eager to buy her smallest favor at
the cost of half his life. Thank goodness, the vast
majority of feminine beauties are not of so nice
a fancy. At least, Spanish beauties do not push
discrimination to so ultra'fme- a point. Perhaps
their instinct tells them that when they yield they
are altogether irresistible. At any rate, one glance
from their eyes, a sort of promissory note without
a signature, is not easily forgotten.

Let us return to our Cathedral at Seville. We
go there one spring afternoon, in order to be pres'
ent at a ceremony, the like of which cannot be
seen in any other city on earth. For on this one
day in each year it is the custom at Seville Cathe'
dral for young boys to dance before, the altar to
the music of stringed instruments, much as David,
we. are told, danced before the Lord twenty'seven
centuries ago. On the occasion we speak of, the
ceremony took place in a side chapel, as part of
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